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Author's Notes: 

This is a popslash crossover that began more or less as a joke for a friend, and was originally planned to be a 
drabble only. Somehow it grew into this kinklmonster!crack'fic. Set February 1, 2006, the night before last 
year\'s Grammy Awards. From other events that day: this is Billie. As for warnings, this is about orgasm 
denial so there\'s a hell of a lot in here, and it\'s extremely explicit. [ym not about to list off every little thing 
or what would be the point in posting the story? | will mention that it includes some minor het near the end; | 
don\'t consider it enough to warrant a mixed genre label. Oh, and there are some links to photos within the 
story to help you make sense of some things. 


Downtown Whore 


At the measured, staccato beat on the hotel room door, Billie Joe moved into position, his stomach tightening 
in anticipation He listened to the lock click and the muted shuffle of shoes against the plush carpet, feeling 
eyes rake over his nude form. Knowing they would see the half-hard erection between his spread thighs, the 


rounded contours of his raised ass. He felt completely exposed, on display, and it flustered him, made him 


nervous and aroused both as he fought the urge to look behind him. 
"Isnt that a pretty, pretty sight?" 


Billie's head shot up at the unfamiliar voice and he rolled over, gracelessly toppling off the bed. Nerves burned 
into defensiveness when he stood up and glared at the figure in the shadows, recognizing him instantly. After 


all, his face had been plastered over everything as much as Billie's own had in the past year; Billie had even 
passed a building down in Burbank that had an American idiot billboard on one side and a Something to Be 
billboard on the other. The juxtaposition had inspired amusement, then. 

Now he was pissed off. 


"What the fuck are you doing in my hotel room?" 


Rob concealed a grin at the belligerence. He'd caught the other musician off-guard; that was good; he could 


use that. "Tré didn't tell you?" 

"Tré" Billie's eyes narrowed. Obviously he'd left his frontman even more in the dark than Rob had guessed. 
"About this tall, maybe this tall when you factor in the hair, maniacal grin, plays drums for you?" Rob 
motioned with one hand when measuring Tré's approximate height, moving it up about six inches for the 
comparison He saw the corner of Billie's mouth twitch and let his own smile burst through now. "Yeah, Tré." 
"What does my drummer have to do with anything?" 

"Isnt that who you were expecting?" 

Billie sneered. "Who said | was expecting anyone?" 

So he was going to play ignorant, was he? Rob had to hand it to him: Billie's slim body radiated attitude even 
naked, and someone who wasn't in the know might have believed him. Believed that the wanton positioning had 


been for self-pleasure, meditation, anything but the truth. The problem was, Rob knew better. 


He paced closer, reaching a hand out to the wall near the bed and knocking in precisely the same staccato beat 


he'd used on the room's door, watching unusually lovely eyes widen in gradual understanding. 

"I believe that was your pre-arranged signal to present" 

Billie Joe flushed hot and cold, staring at the other man's knuckles against the white plaster. They'd talked 
about maybe trying something more formal, a little more out there, and Tré had said he knew some people, 


but... "Rob Thomas. He sends me Rob fucking Thomas." 


He didn't realize he'd said it aloud until blue eyes glinted cynically over a twisted mouth. "H's just plain Rob 


Thomas actually, but | wouldn't expect you to know that. After all," his voice dropped to a low murmur. 
“There's only one man in this room who's been inducted into the Songwriters’ Hall of Fame, and he's not a punk 


rocker." 


Low blow, Billie thought, furious. He hadn't meant it as a slight - hadn't meant to say it at all, in fact - but 
there it was and now this prick dared to rub songwriting accomplishments in his face? Rage boiled through 
him, upsetting his already precarious emotional balance and blanketing rationality, and before he could consider 
the consequences, he balled one hand into a fist and swung. 


Rob was ready for it, had counted on it, even. He stepped out of reach and clapped a hand around Billie's fist, 
using the momentum to spin Billie around and trap his arms against his own body, pulling the smaller man 


snugly against him. 


The man in his arms went still and Rob grinned, rolling his hips against that beautiful bare ass, knowing Billie 
would be able to feel his erection and the slick surface of Rob's leather pants warming with the contact. 


"You never answered my question" His voice sounded surprisingly calm, considering how pissed he had to be, 


especially now that he was being physically restrained. Rob chose to reward that with blunt honesty. 
"Orgasm denial." 


"Org - what?" A hint of vulnerability there and Rob's grin broadened. He knew what the automatic assumption 


would be. 


"Not what you're thinking, man. It's not about stamina, at least in the standard sense. More like, hm." He dipped 
his head, dropping a few open-mouthed kisses across Billie's shoulder, feeling the muscles tense under his lips 
before continuing, "That's kind of like the standard version of stamina." 


Rob shifted his grip, one arm spanning across the other man's stomach to keep him immobilized as he lifted 
his freed hand and slid it into messy black hair, pulling Billie's head around and back with a sudden twist that 


had his mouth opening involuntarily. He took instant advantage, plunging his tongue inside and taking control. 


The successive shocks left Billie frozen in place as Rob kissed him, until instinct finally kicked in. Only it wasn't 
the one he expected. Instead of struggling to get free, Billie found himself kissing back, arching to improve the 
angle, pressing into the leather against his ass. The way Rob kissed was absolute, no shades of grey, either 
you backed off completely or you sank right into it and gave up. 


Billie sank. 


When Rob pulled back, the man in his arms remained still for a long moment before luxuriously long eyelashes 
fluttered open to reveal dazed arousal. Billie kept licking his lips as though to identify the taste on them and 
Rob couldn't help but smile. "What do you think?" 


One more pass of his tongue over the lovely pout of his bottom lip and then hazel eyes focused on him 


decisively. "What do you need me to do?" 


He rewarded the decision with a soft kiss, letting Billie Joe's head return to a more natural position afterwards 
while he spoke close to his ear. "Two things, sweetheart. First, | need you to get back up on the bed for me 
with your pretty ass raised high, and you're going to let me do whatever | want to you without coming until 


you're told. Can you do that?" 


"| think so." A trace of hesitation colored his answer and in response, Rob dug something out of his back 
pocket, snapping the cock ring onto Billie's erection He felt the light shudder that ran though his naked partner 
at the touch, and smiled as Billie amended, "Yes." 


"Good. Second, | need your safeword, please. | don't play without one." 
"Oh. Yeah, um, it's just red. | don't really have a personalized one." 


His faint blush was adorable and Rob knew right then that this was going to be a good night. Billie's 
unfamiliarity in this particular area coupled with his abundance of sexual experience formed a sweet rarity 
indeed. Rob didn't need to go slow or be extra careful because he already knew that Billie could take it. In fact, 
if the other musician was as eagerly responsive to everything as he had been to one kiss, this would be a 


right Rob would remember for a long, long time. 


"Red it is. Don't forget that you can use yellow for a temporary halt, too, okay?" At his nod, Rob continued, 
"On the bed with you then, boy." 


Boy. Billie had never been called that, at least not in sex play, and he wasn't sure if he found it hot or 
irritating. It had been said so matter-of-factly that it didn't bother him, exactly, but spoken another way he 


could see it maybe getting under his skin. 


He swore, startled, when the flat of Rob's hand connected with his butt cheek. What the fuck was that for? 
He twisted to look back. "lm not really into that, so you know.’ 


The other man nodded. "Noted" He motioned for Billie to move onto the bed and he turned, climbing up and 
crawling forward only a little before hands around his ankles halted his progress with his toes still dangling off 
the edge. "That's far enough. Present.” 


The command slithered across his skin, setting something curling low in his abdomen even as the peremptory 
tone sparked annoyance. But he had agreed to this now, however ambushed he'd been to begin with, and so 
Billie Joe slowly lowered his torso until his cheek rested against the muted swirl of the bedspread, his 
forearms braced on either side of his head. He straightened his thighs from their crouch and moved his knees 
farther apart until he'd reprised his original position 


He had thought it felt vulnerable to pose like this before, waiting for Tré, Mike or both to come to him. It had 


been nothing compared to the avalanche of nerves now, intensified by the warm, easy grip on his ankles by a 
man he didn't know. He'd talked to Rob before, sure; shared space with him for various events and ceremonies 


over the years, even smoked with him. But he didn't really know him. 


What had convinced him to go through with this, even more than that brain-melting kiss, had been Rob's talk 
of Tré. His drummer obviously knew this man - given the circumstances, had most likely fucked this man - 
and more importantly, he had trusted him with Billie. And when Tré himself had only become part of Billie and 
Mike's longstanding sexual relationship a year and a half ago, not nearly long enough to have overcome all 


insecurities, the fact that he had wanted Rob to step in for this experience spoke of a high level of trust 
indeed. 


Billie Joe trusted Tré, and Tré trusted Rob. It was a simple enough equation when you looked at it that way. Of 
course, the anticipation thrumming through his whole body with every breath didn't hurt any. He liked being 
teased; always had. The thought of taking that to an extreme level excited him and challenged him, and he 


rarely backed down from a challenge. 


Rob took his time to simply look. He'd left instructions that Billie was to shower thoroughly and, expecting his 
known lovers, the other musician hadn't bothered styling his hair. The tousled, curling mass partially concealed 
the bare face turned up on one side between his hands and the combination made him look very young, much 
the ‘boy' Rob had called him. The seeming youth was framed by heavily inked forearms. He found Billie's tattoo 
pattern curious, most people who had sleeves, or nearly so, started them at the shoulders, his began at his 
wrists and traveled up arms well-muscled from playing guitar. It looked slightly unbalanced in nudity, but he 


had to admit that it would be a far better way to show them off while clothed. 


Bent into a vulnerable position and stripped of the vibrating attitude, Billie was smaller than Rob had thought - 
about the same size as Paul, really. Almost delicate in his slenderness, though experience with his own 
drummer had long since taught Rob that the implied fragility was deceptive to say the least. And the faint 
outline of rib bones and spinal column against taut, pale flesh gave way to a gorgeously rounded ass, raised 


high and open and waiting. 


Rob ignored the siren call and began by stroking his palms along Billie's sides, around to his belly, back, legs. 
Just a gentle glide of hands on skin, getting the boy used to the feel of him, relaxing him. 


Billie gave in to the coaxing willingly enough, enjoying the soothing touch. He closed his eyes as it continued, 
muscles loosening, spine bowing as his body settled. He almost felt drowsy, except that each slow caress felt 
gradually stronger even while his brain argued that the applied pressure had not changed. His skin disagreed, all 
the fine hair lifting in the wake of Rob's hands, yearning after the contact. A studied lethargy set in. He 
couldn't summon the will to move but he wanted more - wanted the teasing glide of fingers along his belly to 


dip lower, wanted them to scratch and grab and push until he gasped. 


Instead, he received one sudden, sharp slap, exactly over top of the previous one. He yelped in shock. "Jesus 


Christ, dude! Didn't | tell you no?" 


"Relax. | needed you a little extra sensitive for a moment." The reassuring tone was accompanied by a hand 
stroking along his side, and then he felt a cool wetness dragged over the still-tingling skin of his backside. He 
had to admit that it felt good. 


Until he recognized the scent of permanent marker. "Fuck me, what did you just write on me? What is it?" Billie 
tried to twist around to see, even knowing it would be almost impossible, but found himself pushed down, Rob 


folded over his back, pinning him where he knelt. 
"Did | say you could move, boy?" 


He squirmed slightly, not wanting to acknowledge that the reprimand made him hot. "What the fuck is with 


calling me ‘boy?" 


Rob chuckled, feeling the nervous interest from the boy under him. "Its common in scenes for the submissive 
partner to be called ‘boy’ or something similarly impersonal. Usually my partners call me ‘Sir’ in return" Or 
Master,’ if its Paul, he thought, but didn't say. He'd phrased what he did say very carefully, because the 
submitting part might well turn out to be difficult for Billie. Mentally, anyway. He had more than enough 
experience to judge that the boy's body had no problems with the situation at all 


"You have got to be shitting me. ‘Sir?! No fucking way." 
He laughed at the aggrieved tone. "You'll notice | didn't bother asking you about it." 


A rueful snort greeted that. "Point taken. All right, | can live with ‘boy! God knows I'm short enough to pass as 


one. 


Beautiful enough to pass as a girl, though, especially with that curvy bottom. That observation was definitely 
staying inside Rob's head. Aloud, he drawled, "Good boy," his voice deepening with mirth at the indelicate sound 
Billie Joe made. "And | didn't write anything per se. | drew my logo." 


"Your what?" Billie tried to remember a logo, but thinking about it reminded him of where it was supposedly 
drawn, and he was all too aware of the slide of Rob's textured shirt against his bare skin and how much more 
acutely he could feel it where he'd been slapped. It was almost like touching a healing tattoo; so much more 
sensitive to friction He filed the thought away for later as an image came to mind. "Wait, that Rt thing in a 


circle? You drew that on me. Fucking hell." 


He attempted to wiggle free, pissed again, but abruptly Rob's full weight bore down on him, his hands gripping 
Billie's forearms and pressing the smaller man into the mattress. Billie grunted as air was forcibly expelled 


from his lungs, unable to move his head away from the silken voice by his ear. 


"Bothers you, huh? Pop star's mark on your punk rock ass. Yeah, it pisses you off. That's too fucking bad, boy, 
because that ass is mine tonight and if | want to cover it in ink, | will" His tongue snaked out, licking the 


captive ear. "You're my boy right now." 


Billie inhaled sharply, head spinning at the total control in the words. He stopped struggling and went very still 
at how his cock twitched eagerly in response. He had agreed to this for a reason, because he wanted to learn 
if it was something he truly enjoyed or not. He'd role-played before and liked it well enough, but rarely had he 
ventured into anything beyond the most casual aspects of domination and submission, and those times had 
been very long ago indeed. So while ‘enjoy’ might not be the precise term he was looking for to describe how 


he felt right now, he couldn't deny that he was really fucking turned on 


He took a deep breath - as deep as he could manage with someone on top of him, anyway - and consciously 
relaxed, reaching for the lassitude that had muffled everything before Rob had gone all kindergarten on his 
ass, literally. His palms flattened on the bedspread as his fists unclenched and his back gentled into a smooth 


curve. 


Rob felt the change before he saw Billie relax and relief swept through him, he'd thought that maybe he'd 
pushed too hard, too soon He whispered, "Thank you," and slid down the boy's nude body, keeping in contact as 
he moved until he found the fresh mark on slightly reddened skin and traced it with his tongue. 


His hands enclosed one muscular thigh, palms sliding up and down suggestively as he licked, trailing moisture up 
to the dip at the small of Billie's back, teeth lightly scraping his spine. More wet kisses across to his other hip 
and down, hands moving to stroke that thigh while Rob tasted the perfect curvature. 


He wasn't making a secret of his eventual destination, only how long it would take to get there, and he could 
hear Billie's breathing become more labored as he continued to paint the man's skin with saliva. No other 
sounds, though, and casting his mind back to Tré's assertion that his frontman was a vocal sort, Rob grinned. 


A subtle rebellion on Billie's part, then If it made him more comfortable, Rob was not about to interfere. 
For now. By the time he allowed the punk rocker to come, Billie Joe would be screaming. 


Billie choked down a moan as warm hands moved to cover his hips and Rob's mouth began teasing along the 
edges of his cleft. Sound was the one thing still under his control and so he was determined to make as little 
noise as possible. Petty, maybe, but it felt like a lifeline while he drowned in wanting. 


He didn't think he'd ever had this much undivided attention paid to his rear end and the agonizing anticipation 
had him glad that he was already bent into a stable position, because he surely would not have been able to 
keep his balance otherwise. The first note of a high-pitched whine escaped as fingers finally spread him wide 
and Rob took one slow lick along the length of the exposed flesh. 


The rest he managed to swallow, though he could do nothing about the way his breath came in pants as a 
tongue feathered delicate strokes in a circle just outside the most sensitive skin of his opening. The answering 


throb in his cock barely rated any attention as his body vibrated, waiting for full contact. 


Rob heard the aborted whine and held back a smile. Boy was only fighting himself. He continued the teasing licks 
so close to where Billie needed them and brought his hands into play, one fondling his balls and the other his 


perineum, fingernails lightly scratching. 


More choked, desperate breathing and nothing else. Give me some noise, boy, and HI give you what you want. He 
flattened his tongue right over Billie's pucker, feeling the muscles jump and quiver, knowing that the too-soft 
surface and too-light pressure would increase the need and then, figuring that anyone with that many tattoos 
wouldn't be averse to a little pain, Rob squeezed his balls, not too hard, and pinched at the tight skin 
underneath them. 


Oh holy shit. Billie groaned in frustration, the low growl slipping past his guard and transforming into a full- 
throated moan as the first sound was greeted with a wet thrust, saliva-slick muscle pushing inside him to 


wriggle and dance. 


His hips pushed back on instinct and Rob's hands covered them, holding him still while that wicked tongue 
fucked him. A memory drifted fuzzily of a party a few years ago when they'd all been wasted and he'd seen 
Rob take a drag of Tré's cigarette and then lick the side of his face. Mike had made some rude comment 
about how lucky Rob's wife must be and they'd laughed. 


Billie wasn't laughing now. Nor was he when Rob pressed deeper, his tongue tap dancing in Billie's passage. All he 
could think was moremoremore and his knees shifted farther apart in an effort to open himself fully as he 
fisted the bedspread, mouth wide open to gulp in air. 


That. That instinctive rock back, that silent beg for more; that was why Rob loved doing this. Nothing drove 
someone crazy faster than a good tongue-fucking, man or woman, and he'd learned a lot of tricks to make it 
even better. Like how curling his tongue gave the tip a wee bit more weight when he let it strike. 


But he had bigger plans than just rimming for this man’s ass, however lovely that was, and he maneuvered a 
small bag out from under the bed as he worked Billie into a frenzy, knowing the boy wouldn't even notice as 
Rob slicked his fingers with the lube he'd stashed there. He waited for a natural break in the rhythm - for 
another muffled whine - before he abruptly pulled off and thrust two fingers inside, pressing hard right at 
Billie's sweet spot. 


He cried out, helpless to stay quiet at the unexpected penetration, the assault on his senses slowly submerging 
his instinct to rebel. Shamelessly he pushed down on Rob's fingers, his body eager for the burn as two fingers 
became three, twisting and scissoring inside him, stretching muscles gone liquid with wanting. He whimpered at 


their loss, pucker twitching as something else pressed against him, warm and hard. 
Billie grunted as the head of the plug pushed in, trying to stay relaxed. "Fuck that's big." 


"Yes, it is," Rob agreed, his own breath speeding up at the close-up sight of the large plug breaching the boy, 
glistening skin stretching around it. He twisted it as he pushed, feeding Billie the sensation of the rippled texture 
rubbing against him, smiling as he shuddered in response. Then it was in, securely held by the boy's body, and 
he rocked it forward lightly, smile widening at the sucked-in breath. 


His own control was slipping a little at Billie Joe's uninhibited physical responses; the way he clung to the 
attempt at silence only made it hotter. Besides, it would be criminal to waste that sensual pout on mere 


breathing. Rob pushed the plug a little harder. 


"You going to moan for me, boy?" His tone was deliberately provocative, and he grinned at the knee-jerk 


answer. 
"Fuck off" 


"Up on your elbows, then" He waited until Billie had complied before unzipping his pants, as slowly and loudly as 
possible. 


| hope he's not expecting a good blowjob, because | can't focus worth a damn right now. The thought flitted 
through his mind and was gone as Rob moved onto the bed, his legs spreading to either side of Billie's knees as 
he slipped under him, black leather parted to expose his rigid cock, the wine color of his shirt in stark contrast 


to the soft whiteness of his belly. 


Billie Joe could smell the musk of arousal mixed with the distinctive sharp richness of leather and he stopped 
thinking, licking his lips to coat them and dipping his head to take Rob in, a hushed moan brushing Rob's 
erection as the plug shifted inside Billie. 


He sucked him down, gauging how much he could comfortably take, and then started a rhythm that had his 


whole body moving up and down, effectively fucking himself with the toy as his mouth worked convulsively. 


Rob had no reason to practice vocal restraint and moaned freely at the sight of tousled black curls bobbing in 
his lap, the knowledge of why Billie's body rocked all together turning him on so goddamned much that it ached 
to feel those sweet, full lips stretched around him. 


When his tension had built to a nice, high level, he fumbled in his pants pocket and drew out a small remote 
control, thumbing it to the lowest setting. 


Billie stuttered to a halt at the unanticipated vibrations filling him, simply holding Rob's cock in his mouth in 
stunned arousal. He barely registered the snarled, "Did | say you could stop?" 


But he definitely noticed the result of his lack of reply as the vibration level was kicked all the way up to high, 


and he opened his mouth wide in a startled, wild, gasping moan that let the other man’s erection slip out. 


Rob didn't let his gleefulness show at all. Instead he scowled, pulling his body out from under Billie and scooting 
across the bed to the top, sitting up on his heels with his back resting against the headboard. "Come here, 
boy." 

He didn't think Billie realized that he obeyed instantly, or that his method of arriving where Rob was at was to 
crawl. But arrive he did, and Rob drew him up for a biting kiss, knowing that every shift in position held him in 


buzzing ecstasy almost too strong to bear. 
"Spread your legs wide and get good and balanced on your hands, boy. I'm going to fuck your mouth." 


A slight frown crossed Billie's face; what was the difference between that and a blowjob? Nevertheless he 
arranged himself as told, unable to do anything else for the torturously sweet thrumming through his body. 


He let out a shocked cry when Rob's first move was to bend down and flick a tiny switch on the cock ring Billie 
wore, adding a low level vibration directly on his erection to the sensation overwhelming him. Oh, God. too 


fucking much. If | dont come soon Im gonna die. 


He was unresisting when Rob gripped his hair, opening his mouth readily to accept his erection, and a moment 
later he understood what the other man had meant as he became the receptacle for Rob's smooth thrusts, 


his only contribution the tensing of his lips to create as tight a seal as possible. 


Rob wasn't going to take much time to finish, that had been deliberate. He didn't want to bruise Billie's lips 
when he had a public appearance tomorrow. But watching his cock slide in and out of that pouty mouth, feeling 
the suppressed moans and listening to the plug drive the boy crazy soon made it an academic question as he 


climaxed with a soft groan, shooting right down that long, pale throat. 


Billie Joe swallowed reflexively and allowed himself to be coaxed back to his previous position kneeling at the 
edge of the bed, mindlessly abuzz. He felt the plug twisting inside him, the vibrations growing stronger then 
weaker and finally disappearing as the toy was withdrawn from his body, and the gentler vibrations of the cock 
ring stopped, too, though the ring remained. Billie felt like they were still going, his body wracked with fine 


shivers. 


He followed the light tugging on his legs to crawl backwards off the bed, finding himself sprawled half across 
the mattress and half across Rob's lap. Where the chair had come from, Billie had no idea He was dimly aware 
that it was higher than the bed surface because the blood rushed to his head a little bit, and he felt vaguely 
vulnerable with his legs spread to either side of the seated musician and his ass raised up practically right in 
his face. 


Rob stared down at the logo inscribed across Billie's left buttock in black ink and almost wished he could make 
it permanent. The slight redness from the beginning of their session had long since faded; two swats weren't 


going to leave any kind of lasting mark. 
Two dozen would. 


He administered the first slap with the flat of his hand on the untouched asscheek and watched Billie squirm; 
listened to his fretful whimper. He reached for the paddle stuck in the cushion of the leather desk chair and 
held it comfortably in his left hand while his right reached between widespread legs, three fingers slipping 
easily inside Billie's well-stretched passage and targeting his prostate. 


Fuck me, oh God, ohGodohGodohGod He couldn't even manage coherence in his own head when Rob began 
finger fucking him in earnest, and as he felt the heavy thud of wood for the first time ever, Billie gave himself 


over to the experience, all resistance finally melting away. 


"Yes," he whispered, not fully understanding this impulse in himself but no longer questioning it. No longer 


capable of questioning anything, not when every inch of him ached in such powerful, impossible arousal. 


The verbal acquiescence came as a pleasurable surprise to Rob, desire spurting through him despite his recent 
orgasm. He truly hadn't expected Billie to surrender so completely. He had known from the instant he'd first 
slapped him, finger marks showing beautifully red on the curved white flesh, how he wanted to finish this, but 
didn't think he would be able to convince the small, pretty punk rocker to let him. It thrilled him to have been 


proven wrong. 


Rob brought the paddle down in light, even strokes, cock filling in his refastened pants at the squirming, needy, 
suddenly loud boy in his lap. He eased in a fourth finger and slowly, carefully contracted his hand into a loose, 
elongated fist, knuckles tapping insistently on the boy's prostate. 


All bets were off now and Billie Joe let loose with all the vocalization he'd been holding in from the beginning, 
noise emerging in a constant stream that rose to a crescendo as he reached his breaking point with the 


combination of spanking and fisting. "Can't take it.. no more.. need... can't." 


The fragmented speech, the imploring moans and cries after long silence, the crimsoning flesh of that gorgeous 
ass: they had Rob spinning with the heady taste of success. He dearly loved to bring someone to that knife 


edge and control exactly when they were allowed to fall. 


He administered the last few spanks and threw the paddle down, reaching to run his fingertips up Billie's spine 
as his other hand still worked inside him, watching him arch with fierce delight, and dared to push just a little 
bit farther. 


"What's the magic word, boy? | know you know it. Say it for me." 


Billie whined in frustration, striving for some coherency. Later the absolute simplicity and seeming logic of his 
immediate compliance might trouble him; right now, all he cared about was getting some relief, and if he had 
to beg for it then he would goddamned well beg. He had no room left for pride. 


"Please... please, sir, | need... please." he trailed off into a tortured groan at a noticeably harder punch to his 


prostate. "Please." 


Awed by the fervent response, Rob withdrew his fist as swiftly as he considered safe and closed it instead 
around Billie's neglected erection for a few fast strokes, smiling sympathetically at his pained whimper. / know, 
sweetheart, but itl hurt if | don’t get you wet first. We dont want that. Rob flattened his hand against the small 


of Billie's back when he was ready. 


"Do you want to come?" 
"Please, yes, sir," he pleaded shamelessly. If Rob denied him any longer he was going to fucking mutiny. 


Fingers sure even coated in lube, Rob unfastened the cock ring and let it drop as he snapped his legs closed, 


leather-clad thighs cradling the boy's slicked cock. 
"Come for me then, Billie.” 


Freed from all restraint and delirious with need, Billie Joe felt the slippery warmth enclose him and he was 
gone. His hips thrust uncontrollably and at the first sweet drag of friction he screamed, sound pulsing out of 
his throat in tandem with the vicious contractions of orgasm, pleasure points igniting in a network of ecstasy 


that spanned his whole body. 


When the last spasm faded, he collapsed into stillness, utterly spent. There were featherlight touches over his 
back and soft murmurs of praise, both of which he found insanely reassuring as the feverish high began to 


wane. 


He tried to help as Rob shifted him back onto the bed, giggling when his limbs refused to cooperate. He did 
manage to lift his hips when prompted, enough for gentle hands to clean him off with a cool cloth that felt 


wonderful on his overheated skin 

Rob placed a small jar of salve on the bed near Billie's hip. The herbal concoction worked at least as well as any 
commercial muscle rub, and smelled a hell of a lot better, too. He pulled out the Sharpie still in his back pocket 
and sketched another design on the smooth red surface of Billie's right buttock, balancing him out. 


"What the fuck are you drawing on me now?" 


Rob laughed. Confrontational question, but delivered in such a sated, sleepy tone that it was impossible to take 
seriously. "Stylized angel wings over New York City. Its for the Sidewalk Angels Foundation, my charity." 


Billie blinked at the entirely unexpected answer. "What? A charity angel?" 


He heard another laugh; it was a pleasant sound, full of simple mirth and lacking derision. "Yeah. It serves as a 


reminder to myself not to take my privileges for granted" 


Rob entered his field of vision, crouching near his head and sweeping the disaster that was once his hair out 


of his face before stroking a thumb across Billie's full bottom lip, the calloused pad increasing the sensation. 


The tender gesture would have been unnerving if it didn't feel so right, and instinctively he pursed his lips to 
kiss Rob's thumb, smiling as he noticed the brilliant color of his eyes. What is it with me and blue-eyed men? 


Rob smiled in return. "This was definitely a privilege, Billie Joe. You were incredible. Thank you for trusting me." 


He shrugged awkwardly and Rob's smile broadened. Apparently it made the drained musician uncomfortable to 
be thanked for sex. Though technically, they hadn't even fucked, and maybe that made it more uncomfortable. 
Either way, it had certainly been extraordinary. 


Rob moved forward willingly as Billie shifted partway onto his side and reached for him, feeling the boy's hand 


slide into his hair as their lips met for only their second real kiss. 


God, what he had been missing! Billie kissed like a fallen angel, using that sensual mouth to perfection Rob was 
breathing in gulps, rock-hard by the time they broke for air. He could see a certain smug awareness in glazed 


hazel eyes and had to laugh. Yeah, Billie Joe Armstrong had submitted - but only because he'd wanted to. 
So far as Rob was concerned, that was the way it should be. 


He leaned in and gave the drowsy boy another kiss, shorter and sweeter, petting along his spine, his hands 
unable to stop touching. At last he stood. Surveying the slender form sprawled bonelessly on the hotel bed, 
unruly hair a sweaty mess and bottom all but glowing red from the spanking, Rob grinned. 


‘Ive left some stuff for Mike and Tré to put on you; you're going to be pretty sore tomorrow. Here's hoping 


that winning will cancel out the pain of having to sit through the entire awards ceremony." 


Aw, fuck. Billie hadn't thought that far ahead when he'd chosen to go with it. Oh, well. Everyone already 
thought his band members had the attention span of five-year-olds. His sure to be constant shifting would 
only reinforce that impression. A little pain hadn't killed him yet. 


"Thanks. Good luck to you, too." He tilted to look up at Rob, hoping he would understand the rest without Billie 
needing to fumble through verbalizing it. "And, just thanks." 


"My pleasure, believe me." He smiled, bending to brush at his mouth again with affectionate fingertips. "Next 


time there should be more kissing." 


He laughed outright at that, recognizing it as an acknowledgement of what he'd already seen. It still made him 
feel good. Billie knew he was an accomplished kisser - he took perhaps a little more pride in that ability than 
was probably healthy - but it was nice to hear, and as long as Adrienne continued to not mind him kissing 


anyone he could get his hands on, he had no plans to change. "Yeah, next time." 


With one more caress of his cheek, Rob left, and Billie settled flat on the bed to wait for his lovers, 
stubbornly fighting off sleep. He knew he was going to get teased for the logos inscribed on his ass, and he'd 


rather they did it now when he was much too blasted to really care what was said, anyway. 


Rob closed the door with a quiet click and turned towards the hallway, to be confronted with Adrienne 


Armstrong. He smiled at her. "Hi. | don't think he'll be awake much longer.” 


He didn't ask how she had known to be there at this precise moment, but it must have been written all over 
his face because she laughed. "Your room is right there, Rob. Mari and | left the door ajar - with the chain 


on, don't worry - and | do know that scream." 


Lust burned in his stomach at the revelation that his and Billie's wives both had heard that last, near-operatic 
scream; the sound forced from him at last as he'd overloaded. It felt incredibly dirty to know that they knew 


exactly when the punk rocker had come, and at whose hands. 


"He does make good music," he offered and Adrienne laughed again, nodding. He handed her the keycard for the 
room and she murmured thanks as they began to go their separate ways, she to her husband and he to his 


wife. 


Her hand on his stopped him. Left hands, both of them, wedding bands gleaming as he looked down at where 
she'd touched him before turning back to face her. 


Her dark eyes were so like Marisol's, but where Mari was all airy grace and elegance, this woman was earth 
and fire, and reflected in that knowing gaze was something ancient and undeniably female as she asked, almost 


too softly to hear, "Did he say please?" 


Rob closed his eyes involuntarily, the memory rising unbidden of Billie's desperate pleading. That would take a 
long, long time to fade. He looked at her with a slight smile. "Oh, yeah." 


Her expression didn't visibly change yet he felt a predatory quality in her that hadn't been present a moment 
earlier, and it solidified the ache of desire in him when she spoke. "Then you may see him again. And if he 


wants it, you may fuck him." 


He blinked, mind racing. Tré had contacted him to set this up, but it was now crystal clear whose idea it had 
been in the first place. He wondered if any or all of the three men realized it, but decided that it didn't matter, 


and wasn't any of his business anyway. 


"Thank you," was all he said aloud. He had the feeling that she knew the rest of it, though, at the hint of self- 
satisfaction in her answering nod, and then she was gone and he was in his own room in Mari's arms, sinking to 


his knees for her like he did for no man ever. 


Billie heard the door open and braced himself for whatever ridiculous remarks needed to be gotten out before 
he could relax into slumber. He frowned as he made out only one set of footsteps, and a too-light set at that, 


before he heard a gasp and groaned inwardly as he recognized the newcomer. 
Oh, shit, she's wanted fo spank me for years now. Im a dead man. But his wife's hands were tender as she 
opened a jar of something that smelled like cinnamon and began to smooth a thick gel over the abused skin of 


his backside, rubbing it in delicately. God, that felt good. 


Adie's hands on him made him acutely aware that he teetered emotionally, feeling a bizarrely strong need for 


reassurance. When she'd finished and moved away to cap the jar, he whimpered at the loss of contact and 


instantly she was beside him, sitting on the bed near his waist and stroking his shoulder. 


‘Its okay, baby. l'm here." She seemed about to say something else when Mike and Tré finally arrived, the 
fuckers. He'd been expecting them who the fuck knew how long ago and instead he'd been ambushed twice by 
other people. 


"Assholes. You guys suck," he answered Mike's low whistle. 
"Yeah, we do. Each other or even you, dude. No offense, Adie," Tré added hastily and she laughed. 
"None taken." 


"Wow, look at you! All stretched out, too. What'd he stick up here, his whole hand?" Billie felt Tré trace his 


overly sensitive entrance and summoned enough energy to squeeze his legs closed. 
"Jesus Christ, Tré, leave my ass alone. Its had more than enough attention for today, | assure you." 
He heard a smack and grinned, knowing it for Mike's palm against Tré's skull. 


"You couldn't tell from the fact that his butt cheeks are lit up like Christmas decorations that he might be 
sore? Doofus. You need anything for that, Bill? Oh, never mind. Adie got you already." The cinnamon scent 
wafted through the air again as Mike opened the jar and sniffed it then replaced the cap. 


They continued to talk and joke around him and Billie found himself growing whiny and feeling just incredibly 
fucking needy. His wife still sat beside him, her hand on his back, but it wasn't enough and he tugged at her 


knee since that was the closest body part he could easily reach. She bent down with a quizzical expression. 
"Could you - could you cradle me?" he whispered. 


"What, now?" Adrienne searched his eyes and her surprise softened into loving understanding. "Okay, Billie. Just 


hang on a sec, all right?" 


He nodded and heard snatches of low conversation as she stood up and went to talk to his band mates, and 
then pillows were being piled at the head of the bed and the covers were being pulled down as masculine hands 
lifted him out of the way. Finally Adie climbed onto the bed, settling back against the cushioned pile, and Billie 
was shifted bodily up until his head rested on her chest and her arms came around him while the bedspread 


was tugged over them. 


He snuggled against her, aware that she'd removed her bra, and closed one hand around her breast. She 
protested wordlessly but laughed as his hand tightened, and she finger-combed his hair instead, her long nails 
teasing out the tangles. 


Billie sighed contentedly. It was perfect - almost, and the missing elements had slipped out before he could 
really think about what he was saying. "TréMike?" 


She tensed beneath him and he cursed at himself; they'd all been so careful over the years to keep everything 
within certain parameters, and what he'd just asked crossed a whole bunch of lines. He half-expected her to 
chew him out, though she might wait for later to do that, when he could properly appreciate it, and simply tell 
him to fuck off for now. But once again, Adie surprised him. 

"Boys. Strip to your underwear and get in here." 


Her tone made it clear that it wasn't a request. From the slight squeak of acquiescence and the sound of 
clothing thudding against the wall, Billie could surmise that Tré had been listening. 


"Um. I'm not wearing any," came Mike's hesitant reply, and Adie snorted. 


"Billie, honey, did you wear a pair of boxers today?" He shook his head and she huffed in exasperation. "Why is 


Tré the only normal one?" 


"Hey! | resemble that remark!" Tré cried in mock affront. Billie giggled, too lethargic and satiated to resist the 
wave of giddiness that swept over him at the way his loved ones interacted. Adie laughed and ruffled his hair. 


"Down to skin, then, Mike. It's not like I've never seen you before." 
"No, you saw a shape under about fifteen pounds of whipped cream, not me." 


"Hate to tell you, but you were pretty bare by the time you went streaking down my hallway, buddy. | saw it 
all. So strip and get your skinny ass in bed." 


Billie remembered the incident in question - remembered protesting that she might see Mike - and felt rather 
vindicated that she had, all things considered. He heard the quiet snick of a zipper and the hushed sound of 
moving cloth and knew Mike had given up on objecting. 


The bed dipped, first one way, then the other, and suddenly the covers were completely superfluous as warm 
male bodies crowded in on either side of him, pressing close. Hands stroked across his back a few times then 


lay still, fingers entwined between his shoulder blades. 

Billie kissed her collarbone and then placed his ear over his wife's heart, idly squeezing her breast as she 
played with his hair. His urge to cling like the world's neediest motherfucker had been assuaged and then some 
by the people surrounding him. 


Adie leaned down to press soft lips to his forehead. "Go to sleep, baby. We've got you." 


Lulled by the warmth and the love, he obeyed. 


